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Morning 


Author's Notes: 
Decided to write another small thing for these two” (takes place around 1915) 


He'd been staring at Eric for what seemed like an efernity. Though he was well aware it was impolite, he simply 


couldn't help himself. To him, Eric was the embodiment of perfection; an angel personified. 


Pete hardly thought of himself as being anything worth looking at. He was starting to think that the other was 
using that against him, to get a rise out of him by acting like he was interested. 


It seemed like a whole lot of fucking bullshit: 


For once, he hadn't felt that, and that was the night before. In fact, the kisses, gasps and caresses exchanged 
had actually made him feel loved Honestly, he'd gotten Eric to be the most vocal he'd ever seen or heard. 


The best part was.. it was all Ais doing. No girlfriend could ever make the older male do that. 


His attention was brought back when Eric stirred, stretching his arms slowly. Pete had been lying in bed, 
watching him the whole time. The way his messy hair looked was absolutely precious, and too adorable to 


ignore. 


"Good mornin’, "Slowhand". Welcome to the world o' the living." He said softly with a chuckle, caressing Eric's 
face gently, before running his hand through his dark brown locks. 


"Morning." He replied, still trying to collect his thoughts before replying. "Hm. Hope my hands weren't foo slow 
last night..." 


Pete's face turned several shades darker as he eyed the other male. Still as witty as ever, even when he'd 


just woken up. 


"That's a damn myth an’ you know it" 


